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A Song About Fucking 


Author's Notes: 
| don\'t do songfics. This isn\'t a songfic. | swear! 
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/ ain't here to break it 
Just see how far it will bend 
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"Don't disappoint me," Nick growled, hissing between clenched teeth as Mark shook his head. He lifted his hips, 
adjusting his position on the bed and closing his eyes. 


Mark cleared his throat again, taking advantage of the momentary break in the rhythm to push forward. Take 


him a little deeper. Ruin his concentration. Nick growled another warning, flicking the filter of his cigarette with 


the nail of his thumb. Ash and ember scattered over Mark's shoulder. 


"Nnghl" Mark bucked forward, careful not to let his teeth gaze the side of Nick's cock, instead swallowing and 
pulling back. 


"| told you, baby.if | come before Im done with this cigarette, you'll be black and blue for the next week." 


Mark hesitated, considering the option A beating, even from Nick, would grow old after a while. He slowed his 
pace, bobbing his head back and forth, letting the head of Nick's prick slide against the back of his throat, 
waiting for the grind and burn of the cigarette cherry against the back of his neck. It came within minutes, 


just before the ache in his jaw became unbearable. 


Slowly, the pain flourished, adding another small, round scar to already well-abused skin. The moment the smell 
of charred skin and ash filled the air, Nick lifted his hips and let out a low, growling moan. He came as he 
always did, silent and intense, with a hand twisted in Marks hair. Mark choked, swallowed, and relished in a 
fleeting moment of perfect, untainted happiness. 


"Love you," Nick whispered, dragging his nails down over Mark's cheek, lifting his chin and running a thumb 
over one wet, swollen lip. Mark nodded, tongue darting out to lick at Nick's skin. 


"| know." 
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F | fold you that | knew about the sun and the moon 
Id be untrue 
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Troy shifted beneath Joey, whimpering a little, his forehead creasing. He watched as Joey pulled away, just for 
a moment, waiting for him to relax before once again bearing down It was the same old dance, the same 


routine, and it made Troy smile every time. 


‘lm okay," he whispered, nails scratching across Joey's back, answering the unspoken question. Joey raised an 
eyebrow, obviously trying to keep his composure as he pushed forward into the familiar, welcome, wet, tight 


heat. 


Troy loved him for it. He'd always thought that if he were fucking himself, he wouldn't be able to form words, 


let alone rational thoughts. 


"Hey," he whispered, leaning up and kissing Joey just beneath his jaw, licking a rare spot of un-tattooed skin 
Joey closed his eyes, gritting his teeth and willing his hips to stop moving forward. 


"Yeah?" 


"Where.." Troy hesitated, biting his lip and twisting his hips just a little, enough that Joey's elbows threatened 


to let him fall. "Where do we go from here?" 


Joey frowned, leaning back and pulling Troy into his lap, sitting with his legs beneath Troy's hips. Troy squealed 
slightly at the new angle, feeling Joey push deeper, that thick, gold ring in his cock burying itself well inside. 


"What do you mean?" 


Troy shrugged, wrapping his arms around Joey's shoulders and tucking his head beneath his chin, black hair 
plastered to his damp forehead. 


"Well... me-unn, fuck. mean, we've been together a long time, now..where do we go from here?" 
Joey laughed softly, shrugging and tilting Troy's chin with two fingers. 
"Maybe I'll get you a ring, next Valentines day. Hmm?" 


Troy grinned, cocking his head to the side and twisting his hips sharply, smirking at the way Joey's eyes rolled 
back. 


"Im not waiting a whole year.." 
Birthday, Then" 
Troy slapped a balled fist against Joey's chest, lifting his hips before pshing down, hard, biting back a moan. 


"My birthday's in January, asshole." 
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/ just can't recall what started if all 
Or how to begin in the end 
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"Dude..dude, where the fuck is everyone else?" 


Dean giggled, shrugging and taking the bottle from Mikey's hand, leaning in the doorway of the mixing booth. 


"| don't know!" he replied, rolling his eyes and gesturing with the bottle, laughing as whiskey slopped over his 
wrist and hand. "They don't five in the studio. Not all the time." 


Mikey rolled his eyes, shrugging out of his plaid coat and letting it fall to the floor. 
"Well. was expecting a party. That's what we get for being in a band with..with a bunch of..of geezersl" 


Dean shrieked with laughter, falling backwards and hitting the floor, still holding on to the bottle. He stared at it 


for a moment, before turning his smile, once again, on Mikey. 

"I'm telling Troy you said that." 

Mikey went pale, dropping to his knees in the middle of the empty studio. 

"No..no you aren't." 

Dean raised an eyebrow, setting the tinted bottle on the floor between them. 

"Is that a threat.Mr..what do they call you? Mister Shoes! Is that a threat, Mister Shoes?" 


Mikey grinned, crawling across the floor, unsteady even on all fours, pushing Dean onto his back and pinning his 


hands at his sides. 
"Yeah, yeah it is. Hey.'ve got an idea." 


Dean smiled, slowly, laying back on the floor and letting his dark hair fan out beneath him, wrapping one leg 
over Mikey's hips and sliding his hands over his shoulders. 


"Oh?" 

"Yeah," Mikey wet his lips, looking down at the sight beneath him. "Let them all stay home, and do whatever 
the fuck they want to. We'll have our own party, right here.." 
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The only thing | know for sure 


Is what | wanna do 
Anytime, anywhere and | say.. 


+ 

Josh shrugged, ashing his cigarette into the can wedged on the bed between the Two bodies, leaning back on 
the bed and resting one arm behind his head. 

"All [m saying is, | don't know how you do it! 

Jesse smiled his mysterious, mustachioed smile, and winked from behind his own plume of blue/grey smoke. 
"Magic, Joshua. Pure magic." 


"You're a lying bitch," Josh replied, laughing and pulling the crumpled sheets up over his bare legs, letting it sit 


over his hips. Jesse snorted 

“That's polite." 

Shrugging again, Josh dropped his cigarette into the empty beer can, listening to it hiss and die. 
"Look, I've fucked plenty of girls, all of them as easy as you, and..well.they wear out" 


"So what you're asking me," Jesse gestured with the cigarette between his fingers, a mischievous smirk on his 
face, "is how do | stay nice and tight, despite being something of a.a slut?" 


Josh grinned wickedly, and Jesse couldn't decide if the spots of color on his cheek were of embarrassment, or 
a result of how hard he'd come just minutes before. He shrugged, crawling across the bed and into Josh's lap, 
straddling his hips and tapping his chest. 


"There's a very simple answer for that, Joshua. Are you ready?" 


He hesitated, tongue darting out over smiling, teasing lips. Leaning close, Jesse whispered against Josh's ear, 


nails curling against his chest: 
"No one has a dick quite as big as yours, sweetheart. It hurts every time, no matter who | let fuck me." 
Josh growled softly, low, in the back of his throat, and Jesse rolled his eyes. He knew that that sound meant. 


"Again, Joshua? You'll be the death of me." 


Josh simply grinned, throwing the bedsheets aside and disposing of the can, twisting his fingers in what was 


quickly becoming Jesse's-too-long-hair. 


"Happy Valentines day, Jesse. Now turn over." 
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